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This catastrophe, however, prevented us not
from landing afterwards at Surly Hall for our
cigars and brandy-and-water, where it now be-
came Kennedy's turn to get into a scrape.
Owing to the numerous and vociferous applica-
tions of the claimants for refreshment, u Mother
Hall" is always prudently ensconced in her tap-
room, to which the means of communication was
through a square hole in the door. On the
present occasion, Kennedy, in his impatience,
had gone round to a window in her rear. On
this quarter she was entirely unguarded; and
he had got his head through, and was in the
act of securing some biscuits. At the moment,
our landlady was absorbed in concocting a bowl
of punch; nevertheless, catching a glimpse of
the outstretched hand, she flew to the point of
attack. Kennedy would have now retreated,
had not his ears wedged tightly between the
bars, and his head become immoveably fixed,
and the next moment the choleric Mother Hall
was thumping him on the head with the lemon
squeezer. His eloquence, so effective on most
occasions, now availed him nothing, and he was
seriously tortured. I think he was a little spirit-
broken besides, for it was ever after a tender
subject with him.
Not having heard from my tutor that evening,
I began fondly to hope that, taking into con-
sideration the extent of punishment consequent